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AMBITION 


Words & Music (C) Jane A. Robinson 1988 


G C, G 
Quoth once a gentle dinosaur, "I'm tired, and I'm bored! 
G Em AF DF 
My kin have conquered land & sea, but few of them have soared. 
G 6? | C , B7 
And should I NOT aspire to heights? Above me is the air... 


€ G D? GS 
Move over, bugs and pterosaurs, for I shall soon be there! 


D 
CHORUS: 0h; set me free, I adis be a bird; 
D7 G 
The great primaeval urge to fly within my breast has stirred. 


G GF as l | 
Set me free, I want what flying brings. 


G D7 G 
Change these scales to feathers, & these forearms into wings!" 


G | e 
Well, he flapped his tail and flailed his arms and wiggled a toe 
Es 
or two, 
Es AF DF 
But just fainted from exhaustion saying, "This will never do!" 


G GZ , KL 24 
He got a good, long running start--it surely couldn't hurt-- 


È G DF Ke 
And gave a leap, but crashed to earth, his muzzle-in the dirt. 


G C 
"There must be some neat trick", he thought, "to launch me into 
.G 
fI1QHE!” 
ESPE Em AT 
So, in his mind, he leaped from cliffs; but no, THAT wasn't 
og 
right. 
Su GF | | ar 
In resignation, he retired into a tree nearby: 


EA G DF G 
"It’s just no use, I’m not the type; I'm never going to -fly:.. 


CHORUS. 


E G 
Well, aoe a rival dinosaur passed closely underneath. 


G < EIT, AF i D7 
Our friend, a territorial beast, sat up and bared his teeth, 


G ' G? eee: + B?7 
And spread his arms out to the side his colors to display; 


i O Dr i G 
And as he did, the wind came up and carried him away! 


G E G 
So proud was he of his success, he soared back to the tree 


E l Em 5 KIM D? 
To pass his newfound prowess on to all his progeny. 


i OF aa 15 i i BF 
Then, late in the Jurassic, his offspring won their wings, 


C | GS... DF G 
And grew bird-feet, and remiges, and other Birdy-things. 


CHORUS. 


G E G 
So now birds populate the air, their bodies cloud the sky, 


l G Ja Et A? | 
Since that one aspiring reptile went and taught himself to 


Gt 


G E 
There's grebes and ducks and passerines, and pigeons by the 


B7 
score, 


C E G DT , G 
Who owe their great success to that precocious dinosaur. 


G D? | 
Let's sing it! Set me free, I wanna be a bird... 


D? 
fly. 


DF G 
The great primaeval urge to fly within my breast has stirred. 


G GT C ; ' 
Set me free, I want what flying brings. 


DF 


G G 
Change these scales to feathers and these forearms into wings! 


THE GREAT CRETACEOUS HADROSAUR QUARTET 


Words and Music © Jane A. Robinson 1990 
These four parts are sung "a capella": 


The Tenor: 


My name is Saurolophus osborni; 

T rokk all my “rs, and I sing much too high. 
I come to a point at my cranial scarp, 

So I never sing flat, only sharp! 


The Lead Singer: 


I'm Corythosaurus, the second in line; 

My range is quite broad, so the melody's mine. 
My crest stands aloft like a resonant bell, 

So I sing most remarkably well! 


The Baritone: 


Edmontosaurus am I, 
And I can't sing low or high. 
I don’t have a crest, and that’s that-- 
So I sing like my head, which is flat! 


The Bass:' 


I’m Parasaurolophus, deepest of all of us, 

Bass is the part that I chose. 

My skull makes its tone from a great big trombone 
That grows out of the back of my nose. 


A AF D D? A 
We are the Great Cretaceous Hadrosaur Headbone Horn Quartet. 


A E 
We can bellow a sultry symphony... 


D A - A? 
Or blast an enemy... 


D D7 A 
We fill the air with sonorous duc¢kbill harmonies, 
A E 
‘Cause our voices are pleasant, sweet and fine, 


A D A 
Most especially MINE! (No, MINE!) NO, MINE!!! 


A A? 
We roam in herds of many hundreds 
A 
On the Mesozoic plains. 
A? D 
And we constantly hum-m-m... (HUM-M-M-M!) 
D A 
And listen for a thousand hum-m-m-m-ed refrains. 
E DF 
We hum-m-m-m to stay together-- 


A E A 
‘Cause hum-m-m-m-in’ don’t take no brains! 


A A? D D7 A 
We are the Great Hm-hm-hm-hm-hm-hm Headbone Horn Quartet. 
A E 
We can Hmmmm a sultry symphony... (Hi-ya, baby!) 
D A A? 
Or Hmmmmmm! an enemy...(Get lost!) 


D D7 BER. ] 
We fill the hm-hm-hm-hm-hm duckbill harmonies, 
A E 
“Cause our voices are hmmmmm, sweet and fine, 


A D A 
Most especially MINE! (Umm-mmm!) UM-MMM!!! 


A A? 
We’ll HONK a tune (Hawnk!) if we are hungry, 
A 
We’ll HONK a tune if we are not. 
A? D DF 
And we frequently HONK (Hawnk!) for reasons 


A 
We entirely forgot. (Hawnk??) 


E D7 
But since we HONK so splendidly, 


A E A 
You can bet we HONK a lot! 


A AF D D? 
We are the Great Cretaceous Hadrosaur Headbone Horn Quartet; 
A E 
We can bellow a sultry symphony... (Hawnk-HAWNK! ) 
D A ~ A? 
Or blast an enemy... (HAAAWNK!!) 
D D7 A 
We fill the air with sonorous duckbill harmonies, 


A E 
‘Cause our voices are pleasant, sweet and fine, 


A D A 
Most especially MINE!...NO, MINE!...NO, MINE!!! (HAWNKKK! ) 


A A? 
The ladies swoon when we are crooning 


A 
Horny rhapsodies of spring; 
AT 35 D? l 
Then our voices are raised to fever pitch 
A 
And it’s lust songs that we sing. 


E DF- ; A ) 
Females return our yearning, and the joy is deafening! 


A At D D? A 
We are the Great Cretaceous Hadrosaur Headbone Horn Ouartet. 
A E 
We can bellow a sultry symphony...(Hi-ya, baby!) 
P A AF 
Or blast an enemy... (Get lost!) 


D D? A 
We fill the air with sonorous duckbill harmonies, 


A E 
“Cause our voices are pleasant, sweet and fine, 


A D 
Most especially MINE! (No, MINE!) NO, MINE!!! 


A 4 
When danger looms, we are undaunted; 
A 
We raise our muzzles to the sky, 


A? D 
And we thunder. That sound 


D7 A 
Can shoot down Pterodactyls passing by. 


E e e ae A E A 
Tyrannosaurs, disoriented, are routed by our cry! 


A A D D? A 
We are the Great Cretaceous Hadrosaur Headbone Horn Quartet. 
A E 
We can bellow a sultry symphony... (Hi-ya, baby!) 
D A A 
Or blast an enemy... (Get lost!) 


D DF A 
We fill the air with sonorous duckbill harmonies, 


A E 
“Cause our voices are pleasant, sweet and fine, 


A D A 
Most especially MINE! (No, MINE!) NO, MINE!!! 


Va Lino sit y, 
A, Ves O 
4 
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10 
THAT EVERLASTIN’ OUTCROP IN THE SKY 


Words and Music ©) Jane A. Robinson 1990 


E G#7 
I want my hammer in my hand 
CF? 
When I head for that promised land 
A B7 E~ BT 
Where fossil hunters travel when they die. 
E G#7 
Saint Barb'ra needn't call me twice 
GET 


To stratigraphic Paradise, 
A BT = 
That everlastin’ outcrop in the sky! 


DA 
I’ll keep my eyes on the Sacred Ground, 


A E 
Lookin” for the lost that might be Found... 
F#7 
To find those creatures, killed and blessed, 


B? 
When the Holy Waters transgressed. 


E GF 
Well...I can stay in beds all day 
CHF 
Where bones of Fallen Angels lay, 
A BF E ~ Br 
Collectin” shells of souls that went to hell; 
G#7 
The ultimate authority 


CHT 3 | 
Expounding Sin-Taxonomy, 


A ae E 
And maybe Sin-Ecology as well. 


A 
I’ll be preparin’ ev'ry day 


A E 
Hearts of stone and feet of clay; 
F#7 
And those that might be worth the most, 
7 Gdim BF 
I’ll sell at a "prophet" to the Heavenly Host. 
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E GFT 
So when I’m gone, don’t you mourn for me, 
C#7 
Just send some plaster, C.O.D. 
A B7 ; E~ BF 
I'm gonna need a pretty big supply; 
E G#7 
This field trip to Kingdom Come 
CE? 
Wants ev’ry blessed fossil from 
A B7 l 
That everlastin’ outcrop in the... 
GH C# 
Everlastin’ outcrop in the... 


A B7 E 
Everlastin’ outcrop in the sky! 


12 
PLESIOSORNITHOLOGY 


Words and Music © Jane A. Robinson 1990 


(Capo 3rd fret, play G progression.) 


D7 
In scholarly places are scholarly faces 


G | D? G 
Behind which are scholarly brains 


C G Em 
That think on the bones that have turned into stones, 


A7 D? 
And on other less rocky remains. 


G x D? 
They carefully measure each piece of the treasure 


ah DF - G 
Describing each fossa and groove; 


Cc D? l G Bm 
And then they declare, with a confident air, 
& Dt G 
That they KNOW how the thing had to move. 


E Dł G Em 
They know, they know, they kno-o-o-o-ow, 


DF G 
They KNOW how the thing had to move. 


G E Dł 
Well, one of these same, whom I'd rather not name, 
Wrote an essay on Plesiosaurs, 
C G Em 
In which it was stated--but never debated-- 
ARSS ; ; D7 
That saurian limbs were like oars. 
G E D7 
"They ROWED!", she concluded, and promptly exuded 
ee D? G 
A copious body of fact 
PR D? G Bm 
Set down in a way...well, just let us say 
E D? G 
That the deck was quite shamelessly stacked! 
C D7 G 
The deck, the deck, the de-e-e-e-eck, 


e Pp? G 
The deck was guite shamelessly stacked! 


de D7 
The nities tried to talk from their beds in the chalk, 


E D7 G 
But, alas, they were heeded by none; 

Le G Em 
This Great Scholar showed that they HAD TO HAVE ROWED, 


A7 D? 
So that no further study was done. 


G g D? 

Well, books were soon sold and the story re-told 
: S D? G 
Until practic’ly ev’ryone KNEW 

Bm 


C DF G 
That the beasts came complete with two oars at ev’ry seat, 


C | D? G 
And a coxswain to manage the crew. 
ae DF G Em 
And a cox, and a cox, and a C0-o-0-0-ox, 


E | DF G 
And a coxswain to manage the crew! 


G C: D7 
But the place where the ghosts of the beasts of the coasts 


C i D7 G 
And the seagoing creatures are stored, 


È G Em 
The place where the rolls of all fossilized souls 


AF D7 
Are beheld by a Saurian Lord, 


G C : D7 
Heard an outcry of rage from that long-silent age 
C D? G 
From the ones who were THERE, and should know: 
SE D7, G Bm 
"We lived long with pride, and with dignity we died-- 
Es DF G 
How DARE you insist that we row?!?" 
o D? G Em 
"How dare, how dare, how da-a-a-a-are, r 
Oy, / 


a 


1 A G 
How DARE you insist that we row?!?" 
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G ae D7 
The ghosts from the past stirred their dust at long last, 


C 7 G 
And en-masse they invaded the sky 
C re Em 

In a desperate try to inform you and I 

AF Dt 
That the saurian properly FLIES. 

G DF 
But the beasts that arose like extinct UFOs 


E DI E 
Have passed without notice or words; 


cd D G Bm 
They're taken for covens of 7-0-7s 


T | D? , G 
And high-flying gravigrade birds. 
E DA G Em 
And high, and high, and hi-i=i-i-1gh, 


E DI- i 
And high-flying gravigrade birds! 


Cc D 
So watch for the geese who are much too obese 


DF G 
And whose wings are in front and behind; 
p E Em 
And if some light plane has a neck like a Crane, 
Ar | D? 
Or a blimp has a tail, pay it mind. 


G E l D? 
They speak from a time now enshrouded in lime 


E ~ oF. G 
When the seas on the continents flowed... 


$ DA | EM 
When the land was untamed and its creatures were un-named, 


A D7 G 
And the Saurians had to have rowed! 


E D7 G Erm 
And the Saur, and the Saur, and the soaring Saurlans... 


E D? G 
And the Saurians HAD TO HAVE ROWED! 


T 
ea eY 
po” 


R 
0 


TS 


Preacher: 


Preacher: 


THE PREACHER AND THE PROF 


Words and Music (C) Jane A. Robinson 


Am G F E 
The Truth is old and plainly told; 
Dm 2 
It's there for all to heed. 
Am G E M => 
No need to doubt, or puzzle it out-- 


CDE., E 
Believe in what you read! 


AM G Am 
The evidence makes lots of sense 
Am G Am 


When you exercise your mind. 


— 


Am G F E 
Behold the range of time and change: 
E Am 
Believe in what you find! 


Am G E Z 
God created the heavens and the earth 
Dm E 
And the oceans and the air, 
Am G F E 
Then He planted scrubby shrubbery 
Dm E 
In the forests cool and fair. 
Am 5 Am 
Then came the bugs and the butterflies, 
Am G Am 
And the birds and the beasts and such. 
Am G E f E 
But when the people came, it was 
E : Am 
A little bit too much. 
G Am 
So on the seventh day, God rested; 
G Am 
You ask me how I know? 


Am G F E 
It's written down in black and white-- 


E Am 
The Bible tells me so! 


1987 


Am & E E 
Prof: Well, the earth re-volves and life e-volves, 


Dm E 
So therfore, by default, 


Am E > F E 
It’s NATURE’ S mishap, this Homo sap; 


Dm E 
Thank God we're not God's fault! 


Am G., s Am 
As Darwin said with a level head, 


Am G : Am 
We have the simian shape, 


Am G F E 
So folks, I fear that undoubtedly, we're 


E Am 
Related to the ape! 
G Am 
Now, in like measure, it's my pleasure 


G Am 
To help you to perceive 


Am G F E 
How the genes that arose from the protozoans 


E Am 
Created Adam and Eve! 


Am G F E 
Preacher: Well, can't you read? The Lord decreed, 


Dm E = 
Creation lasted six days? 


Am G E E 
Proc: But Barghoorn talks “bout fossils in rocks-- 
Dm E 
Two billion years, HE says! 
Am E Am 
Preacher: Your rocks for sure are the devil's spoor! 
Am G Am 
Prof: Your Bible’s myth and lore! 
Am G F E 
BOTH: IN STONE OR TRACT, WHERE LIES THE FACT?? 


Preacher: The Bible! 
Prof: The fossil! 
Preacher: THE BIBLE! 
Prof: THE FOSSIL! 


Preacher: THE BIBLE!!! 


Prof: THE FOSSIL!!! 
E Am 
BOTH: THE (BIBLE/FOSSIL) TELLS US MORE! 
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DIGGA BIGGA BONE 


Words and Music ©) Jane A. Robinson 1990 


C (ed 
I was crossin' Colorado, just kamin a blast 


E 
When my 58 chevy ran outta gas. 


I was das from a town and I thought I was stuck 
When I saw this dude ina Beat tg truck. 

So I shõwed him my thumb and he sid right down; 
But I lasi in a flash he wasn't headed for town 


G7 
There were picks and shovels stashed in his rig, 


E F7 E 
And he leaned out the window and said, "Can you dig?" 
"CAN I WHAT???" 


CF 
The AER looked square, but I needed the ride. 


F 
I said "I can. dig!* and I got inside. 
GF 
I asked who he was, and he said, "Call me Doc. 
a G7 
I dig big bones outta rubble and rock. 
C 
In the Morrison beds at the Dry Mesa Quarry; 
F 
If you come with me you won't be sorry. 
Gł 
The chow is great, the pay's OK 
F F7 a 
And there's dinosaur bones that'll blow you away. 


I said, "WOW!!" 


Am 
He said: Come an” digga bone, come an’ digga dino, 
Am G 
Digga betta bone, dig a betta dino. 
Am 
Digga bigga bone, digga bigga dino, 


AM E Am 
Come an” digga betta bigga dinosaur bone! 


C7 
We got to the place and his crew was there 
E 
Chippin' at the hillside and layin' bones bare. 


G? 
They gave me a pick and showed me a spot 


F G 
Where the rock was hard and the SUR was hot. 
E C7 
Well, I dug all day; it was seven o'clock 
E 
Before I hit paydirt and called for the Doc. 
G7 AK 
It looked like a lump, but the Doc was wise-- 3 
E FF ES 
He said, "Sauropod of unusual size!" 


I said, “HUH??" 


E CF SKA 
For eighteen days, we ex-ca-vated; KAS 
z | 
The bone was e-normous and Doc was e-lated. a 


G7 
We got it out and we dug a trench 


B i 4 
soc 
ait ee wo 


F GF MA WU eal 
So the bone sat up on a hard-rock bench; a VA 
We had us a nine-foot shoulder blade Air kl 


F 
Of the mightiest dinosaur ever made. 


G? 
So we mixed up plaster and soaked burlap, 
F l EF C 
And Doc grinned at me and said, "Can you wrap?" 


"Can I WHAT??" 


Am 
He said, Rappa bigga bone, rappa bigga dino, 
Am G 
Plaster uppa bone, plaster uppa dino. 
Am 
Jacket uppa bone, jacket up a dino-- 
Am E Am 


Rappa plasta jacket onna dinosaur bone! 
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a CF 
SO we wrapped it up, and when it dried 
E 
We turned it on over to the other side. 
G7 
We finished the jacket and there was the bone-- 
F GF 
Too heavy to lift and too big to take home. 
C EF 
So DOG. he says, “IIl go to town, 
F 
Get a bigger truck to haul it on down. 
GT 
If you come along, we’ll get you some gas 
E 
And you can be on your way at last." 
"NO WAY!" 
E CF 


Hey, I wanna stay here and dig some more; 


F 
There's lots more bones in an Ultrasaur! 


GF 
I've got the fossil fever and I just don’t care 
F G7 
If I sweat, and I ache and get dust in my hair!" 
e C7 
So I camped at the dig all summer long; 
E 
My hands got blistered, but my back got strong. 
GF i 
We found more bones, and when we were through, 
F FR. E 
Doc took fem ülk back to B.Y.U. 


"Took “em WHERE??" 


Am 

We said, Gotta bigga bone, gotta bigga dino, 
Am G 
Gotta betta bone, gotta betta dino. 
Am 
Gotta get it home, gotta lotta dino, 
Am E Am 


Now we gotta bigga betta dinosaur bone. 


C CF 21 
Now I'm workin' for Doc full-time, 


E 
Cleanin’ up all those bones we find. 
G? 
But once a year I head for the field 
E Á GF , 7 
To see what those Morrison Beds will yield. 
(e CT 
Well, just this summer, I loaded my truck 
F 
And drove out to the quarry to try my luck. 
Hopin' maybe I'd find a piece 


l FT E 
Of an even bigger seismo-beast. 


say, "YEAH!!!" 
C CF 
Well, as I drove along in the Utah heat, 
fa 
I saw this dude by the side of the street. 
GF 
He stuck out his thumb and I stopped my rig-- 
F 
I leaned out the window and said, "Can you dig?" 
E CT 
I'm takin’ a trip to the Late Jurassic; 
A 
The pay’s OK and the bones are classic!" 
cS 
He asked what I did, and I just said, 
F F} ë 
"I bring “em back big and and I bring “em back dead!" 


He said, "WHAT?" 


Am 

I said, Gonna digga bone, digga bigga dino. 
Am G 
Bagga bigga bone, bagga bigga dino. 
Am 
Find a fina bone, find a fina dino, 
Am E m 
Gonna find a bona-fida dinosaur bone! 
Am 
Digga bigga bone, digga bigga dino, 
Am G 
Digga betta bone, digga betta dino. 
Am 
Digga bigga bone, digga bigga dino, 
Am E 


Am 
Gonna digga betta bigga dinosaur bone! 


22 
THE GRAVIPORTAL POLKA 


Words and Music (0) Jane A Robinson 1988 


G D7 
If you weigh a ton or more, no need to feel upset, 
DF 

Just because you can’t do waltzes or a minuet. 


G Eki 
Grab a partner, get in line, no matter if you're fat; 


, C j $ iss / ip! E. 
You've come a long weigh, baby, graviportal’s where it's at! 


G a D? C 
Stamp your feet, slap your tail, seven on the Richter Scale! 


G G? E D7 . G 
Ev' rybody lumber to the Graviportal Polka! 


G DF 
Behold the hippopotamus just wallowing along, 
D? G 
And see the tiny brontothere cavorting to my song. 
G G? E 
The mammoth shakes his pillared limbs--man, what a heavy beat! 


C G D3 G 
He can do a two-step even though he's got four feet! 
CHORUS. 


G D4 
Oh, hadrosaur, you are divine--I wish we were alone; 
D? E 
We’d be dancing very slowly, cheek to ankle-bone. 
G | G? E 
Here comes a dancing brontosaur; watch out there, down below! 


C G D? 
He's loads of fun except if he should polka on your toe. 
CHORUS. 


G 1 
Hey, giant tortoise, come on in and polka for a spell; 
DF G 
Don't be so shy and quiet, you can come out of your shell. 
: G ; , G7 G 
Link arms with a uintathere and do a do-si-do... 


C G DIG G 
It may take you a year, but we don't care if you are slow! 


CHORUS. 
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G : | | D7 
Well, adipose is beautiful and size is all that counts. 


D? G 
If you don't know what I mean, just watch that brontops bounce! 


GF C 
Can you feel the good vibrations coursin' through the ground 
C D7 G 
Ev'ry time tyrannosaurus puts that big foot down?!? 


E D? G 
Stamp your feet, slap your tail, seven on the Richter Scale! 


G er T D?. G 
Ev' rybody lumber to the Graviportal Polka! 


C DF G 
Stamp your feet, slap your tail, seven on the Richter Scale! 


G G7 C Bro G 
Ev' rybody lumber to the Gra-vi-por-tal Polka! HEY! ! 


24 
OUT OF THE CLEAR BLUE SKY 


Words and Music (C) Jane. A; -Robinson:.> 1990 


Am G ' 
Once on a Late Cretaceous plain, 
F E , 

A tortoise with a fevered brain 
Am G. l 
Beheld a vision grim and dire 


F 
Of desolation, eiSod and. fires... 


C G 
Followed by a slow rebirth 


F E Am 
In which the meek would claim the earth. 
Am "sd 
He stood upon a rocky promontory 


Dm , , , , E 
And loudly cried this terrifying story: 


Am 
There is a comet screamin’ outta the sky, 
Am 
And when it hits you're all gonna die. 
G 
1 Dlot' out the sun, there*1l be no place to run, 
Am 
No way to be a hero-- 


e EM E? Am 
And only the roaches will survive ground zero! 


m G 
T. rex looked up from a gory feast, 


F E 
And said, "Be quiet, foolish beast! 


Am E 
You cannot see beyond your beak, 


G 
Yet of celestial doom you speak. 
C 3 G 
Your blood is cold, your wits are slow-- 


F ; E Am 
What prophecies can sluggards know? 
Am C 
The tortoise cowered back into his shell, 


Dm E 
But still his tale he was compelled to tell: 


CHORUS. 


Am G 
Pteranodon came gliding by... 


25 
F E 
"Relax", he crowed. "I own this sky, 


Am G 
And I determine what and who 


: F G ; 
Shall pass, and who shall not pass through. 


C G 
So even though your threat is real, 


A E Am 
I think it’s not so big a deal!" 
Amos C 
The tortoise once again began to speak 


Dm ; E 
Although his voice was just a frightened squeak: 


CHORUS. 


Am G 
The herbivores just chewed and grazed 


F E 
And thought the tortoise must be crazed 


Am G 
To worry so about the sky 


E G 
With T. rex on the prowl nearby. 
C G 
"Life is dangerous enough-- 
E >= Am 
Don't bother us with cosmic stuff!" 
A E 
They chewed so loud they drowned the tortoise out, 


Dm E 
But still he tried to warn them with his shout: 


CHORUS. 


Am G 
Then one day the sky went dark 


F E 
As the comet barreled toward its mark, 
Am ; G 0 
And just as tortoise had envisioned, 


F G ps 
There was a thunderous collision. 


C G 
It shook the earth with deadly force 
F E Am 
And wiped out all the dinosaurs. 
a 
And oe hey died, the tortoise heard them groan, 


Dm E 
"Oh, dreadful day! If only we had known... 
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Am 
There was a comet screamin' outta the sky, 


Am 
And now its hit, we're all gonna die! 
G 
It has blocked out the sun, there is nowhere to run, 


Am 
No way to be a hero... 


G Em E7 Am 
But the roaches and the tortoise have survived ground zero... 
The mammals and the lizards will survive... 
Am 


The crocodiles and fishes will survive... 


G Am 
The birds and frogs and spiders will survive... 


TYRANNOSAUR’S LULLABY 27 


Words and Music (C) Jane A Robinson 1990 


E m 
Hush, my tiny terror, Stop your roaring; 
G 7 
It's time for baby monsters to be snoring. 
E G S 
Close your hate-crazed eyes and try to sleep... 


Dm G | C 
Count slaughtered stegosaurs instead of sheep. 


F i ki Am 
Tomorrow is another day, 


G C CF 
And you can stomp the earth and play, 

F C Am 
And tear, and rip, and rend and bite-- 


Dm G C 
But now, my horrid child, good night. 


Dm 
Hush, my darling, kindly cease your bellow; 
G Le 
It’s time for little killers to be mellow. 
F | G C 
Lose yourself in dreams of blood and gore... 


Dm G | C 
Sleep, my child, your dreadful day is o'er. 


i E Am 
Tomorrow, get an early start o > / 
G ki is CF > 
And you can tear your friends apart, 
F E Am 
Eviscerate, and claw and fight-- 


Dm : G C 
But now, my horrid child, good night! 


Cc Dm 
Hush, my small destroyer, if you will; 


G E 
It’s time for sleepy slayers to be still. 


Ta 


E G, ; A 
Save all of that voracity ‘til dawn... 


Dm (8 MM de 
Transform that hungry gape into a yawn. 


F . e Am 
Tomorrow, rise up bright and fresh 


G ; C ; Cr 
And you can sink your teeth in flesh, 
E fed Am 
And mangle bones--oh, lovely sight-- 
Dm ; G E 
But now, mu horrid child...... GOOD NIGHT! 
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THE DISAPPEARIN’ ARCHOSAUR BLUES 


Words and Music (C) Jane A. Robinson 1990 


e be o- Af 
We've got the disappearin’ archosaur blues-- 
E BF 
They’re sayin’ that we’re past our prime. 


There’1ll soon be mammals fillin’ the shoes 


E B7 E 
That we filled, and re-filled for such a long time. 


E? AF E 
Well, in the Late Triassic when we got our start, 


AT E 
Our future was a’burstin’ with potential. 


A7 E 
We lasted the Cretaceous, then we fell apart; 


FHF 7 
But no-one can deny that we were consequential! 


E EF A7 
We've got the disappearin' archosaur blues; 


E B? 
Never know who's gonna go next. 


E EF A7 
We've ruled so long, it’s sure tough to lose... 
E B7 l E 
All we get's an Obit. in a Paleo text. 
AF E 
Ankylosaurs and Hadrosaurs and Ceratopses 


A7 E 
Are lookin” like they're over the hill; 
A? E 
And all the furry mammals, they're a lickin' their chopses, 
FF? B7 
Thinkin' of the feeding niches they're gonna fill! 
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E Et. A? 
We've got the disappearin” archosaur blues; 


E B? 
Our blood will soon be mixed with the stones, 


E E? AF 
And all that’s left will be crocodile shoes, Sek 
yt NA ai? 
E B7 E AM 09 2° 
And handbags, and nametags attached to our bones. me O par 
en ae E 
Once Diplodocus walked the earth and made it flatter, 


A? E 
And T. rex bit off more than he could swallow. 


A? E 
Pteranodon was flyin” high, but that don't matter-- 


FHF BF 
Ev’ rybody here today is gone tomorrow! 


> EF _ A 
We've got the disappearin’ archosaur blues; 


E B7 
Que world is changin’ much too fast. 


E E? A? 
We must adapt, but our genomes refuse; 

E BF E 
Our bodies are oddities bound to the past. 
EF AF . E 
Well, continental drift is bustin’ up Pangaea, 

AF E 
And all the inland seas have drained and dried. 

Aq > . 
The plants that are evolving give us diarrhoea-- 
F#7 Pr 

Won’t you tell us how a dinosaur commits suicide!?! 


= EFO A? 
We've got the disappearin' archosaur blues; 


E B7 
We won't have very long to wait. 
E ) E? AT 
Our niche is scratched, we're payin' our dues, 
E BF E | EF 
So Study us, buddy, before it's topulate!..... 
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FOSSIL FEVER 


Words and Music (C) 1990 Jane A. Robinson 


e 
I've got the fossil fever, I'm a true believer, 
D? 
I'm a hard-core Paleo fan. 
G? 
If dust and grime were considered to be time, 
F a 
I'd have a lot of it on my hands. 
C 
I see those tracks & traces like familiar faces 
D? 
And I love each one I find-- 


GF | 
Shells and bones makin' poetry in stones, 


F $ 
Well it’s enough to blow my mind! 


C D7 
Life, where have you been so long? 
i EB, = anna 2. 0 Where have you been so long? 
G? F E 
I wanna be where you're gone, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 
TA O a ok 10406 hSe yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 
C An IO 
Why are you still goin’ strong? 
Why-y-........... are you still goin’ strong? 
Crt E E 
Time keeps movin' on, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 
TIL IM a i yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 


D? 
Don't want books, just keep lookin' at fossils, 


G7 > Fe 
Don’t want fame, just my name on a fossil. 
s DY 

Don’t want pay, just a day with a fossil, 
G7 E= 


Don't want food, just stay glued to a fossil! 
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E 
I hear that song of ages written on the pages 


DF 
That will never be complete; 


GF 
Ev’ rybody’s tryin’, livin’ and a'dyin' 


F E 
To the same primaeval beat. 
E 
The fossil record's playin' and my mind keeps Swayin’ 


D? 
To its rocky rhythm and rhyme; 
GF 
My fingers are snappin’ and my toes keep tappin’ 
E A 
To the Geologic time. 


C D 
Life, what have your EA made? 
de PI AA what have your creatures made? 
G? F C 
I wanna see what you know, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 
Ierse. A T yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh!) 
C D7 
Why haven’t your features stayed? 
Why..............haven’t your features stayed?) 
GF F C 
Time keeps a'movin' on, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 
TIMES O ea yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh!) 


D7 
Don’t want drink, just keep thinkin’ of fossils, 


G? E 
Don't want friends, just both ends of a fossil. 
C . DF 
Don’t want love, I just covet a fossil, 

ee 


Don’t want much, just want touchin’ a fossil! 


aaa 
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C 
I’ve got the fossil fever, I'm a true believer, 
Md ok 4s IN mai Where have you 
D? 
I'm a hard-core Paleo fan. 
. been so long? 


GF 
If dust and grime were considered to be time, 
Drei ited EEG a tee ee eS Wanna be where you’ re 


F de 
I'd have a lot of it on my hands. 
...gone, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh!) 


C 
I see those tracks and traces like familiar faces 
Sica oeeie nn a & a aE aE EAE Are you still 


P? 
And I love each one I find; 
««.gjõin” strong? 


GF 
Shells and bones makin’ poetry in stones, - A y 
(EmMa PO INE a ek eee Keeps movin’ SVEA 


F è 
Well, it’s enough to blow my mind! 
...on, yeh-yeh-yeh-yeh! 


G 
I hear that song of ages written on the pages 
Don't want drink..... just keep thinkin' of 


DT 
That will never be complete; 
fossils... 
Gt 
Ev’ 2ypody’s tryin’; Livin’ and a’ dyin’ 
Don’t want friends, just both ends of a 


F ES 
To the same primaeval beat. 
GMC. A AA sil! 


C | 
The fossil record's playin” and my mind keeps swayin' 
Don’t want love...:..... I just covet a 


DT 
To its rocky rhythm and rhyme, 
e. LOSE.) 


GF | 
My fingers are snappin’ and my toes keep tappin’ 
Don’t ABR much. ........... just want touchin’ a 


F gt 7 
To the Geologic time! 
fons sil! 
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LABYRINTHODONT'S LAMENT 
(First Amphibians’ Swamp-Song Blues) 


Words and Music (C) Jane A. Robinson 1990 


E 
I'd a'been happy just swimmin' around... 
E E? 


Had no desire to walk on the ground. 
AF 
But my grand-daddy blew his cool 
And wandered out of his Devonian pool... 


ł | A7 
Good times all gone; 


E BD? 
Things ain't the same since we left the pond! 


1 feel awful, my skin 18 dry; 
E? 
I can't breathe water, and I don't know why. 
A? 
It’s really a DRAG to move on land 


E 
With my belly scrapin' on the sand.«..(0-0-0-0-o-h!) 


CHORUS. 


T can't hack iton land at all... 

E EF 

Limbs are so short I can barely crawl. 
A? 

My body’s squat and my head 18 Elat== 


E 
Look like a shovel whose handle got fat. 


CHORUS. 


E 
Even sex isn't fun any more. 


E l , E? 

Doin’ it on land is a clumsy chore, 
Aq 

But underwater’s worse, I’ve found; 


E 
You just can't make it when you're both half drowned. 


CHORUS. 
E 
So here we are, takin' over the land, 
aci rickets and dishpan has, 
sõdi habits of two dif'frent kinds-- 
E 


I wish my body would make up its mina! 


CHORUS. 
E 
So we lie here like slimy logs, 
E E? 
Bein” ancestral to newts and oo sea 
At 
Dreamin’ of the days long gone 
E 
When we were B-I-G fish in little ponds! 
BF AF 
Good times all gone; 


E B7 ne 


E E 
Things ain't the same since we left the pona! 7 


Old Grand-Daddy 


aa 
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MOVIN THE BONES 
BY 
JANE A. ROBINSON 


D E 
The head of our museum sent a memo down one day; 
AF D 
They named a stegosaur for him -- he wants it on display. 
D Em 
He wants it in the foyer, where it’s bulk can catch the eye; 
AT D 
It's heavy, ugly, cumbersome, and seventeen feet high. 
E Fae 
We can do it.. nothin to it! 
Bm | A 
Just move the least colossal fossils out from under the rotunda, 
G FA 
Makin’ wall-room in the ballroom if we hafta... 
Bm A 
Put the forty fitted cases into not-so-fitted places, 
G | FHE 
Hang a skeleton from every joist and rafter. 
Bm G Bm G 
And we're movin the bones, movin' the bones, 
Bm G A: Brr 
Movin' the bones again. 
FH 


Bm A E 
Just to appease the director's whim-- 


Bm A E FA 
“dust This once,” and “just for him..." 


l Bm A E FH 
With breaking back and aching limbs, 
FA FHF Bm 

We're movin' the bones again. 
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The Ambássador from China sent a gift most fine and rare-- 

A towering Shantungasaur, exquisitely prepared. 

The foyer is the only place appropriately be 

90 get the cranes and scaffolds, kiss that Stégosaur good-bye. 
We can do "it. . nothin’ to fiti 

Bring the 1685 colossal fossil out from Under the rotunda 

Makin’ föor- room inthe forum bit- nyi- bit. 

Put the cases by the casement in a corner of the basement 

And the skéletons, W pereNar ey pare fit. 
And we're movin Me bones, movin' the bõnes, 
Movin’ the bones again. 
JUSI to pléase the ambassador; 
Just this once and never more. . 
| think we've heardthis line before, 
But we're moving the bones again. 


The wits of the director came to Hew the new bequest. 

She snieg, “It doesn't match the tiles; besides, it's so undressed! 

You need a diorama to add drama to the piace: 

These lizard bones are ae the dust is a disgrace!” 
We cah do it. . nothin’ to it! 

Move the most colossal fossil out from under the rotunda, 

Then we'll cõil it near the toilet in the forum. 

Eradicate all traces of the forty fitted cases; 

Better pack the plaques and stack ' en in the storeroom. 
And we're movin ne bones, movin’ the bones, 
Movin’ the bónes again, 
Just to süit a lady’ S taste. . 
All that headroom gone to waste 
And fifteen weeks of work erased, 
But we're movin’ the bones again. 
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D Em 
A congressman came calling as our funds were gettin' low. 
He spied the diorama and he cried, "It's apela go! 
It's full A FOREIGN FOSSILS, and if | as i your candidate, 
You'll fill this Tamin foyer fan of fossils from OUR STATE!" 
we san dô “it. . nothin’ to” it! A 
All the less lp fossils we'll deposit in the closet, 
Then we'll crim the diorama neath the stairs. 
The skeletons can dangle in the stäirwell at an angle; 
In the foyer there'll be SHOGUN and bears. 
ana we're mõVin the bones, movin’ the bones, 
Movin the bones again, e 
Just to p pléase some búreaucrat re 
Who wouldn t know Ja rex from 2 cat! 
But we need his vote and his wallet is fat, 
So we're movin’ the bones again. 


The Chairman of the Board decreed, a S time to modernize! 

Let ES can this California stuff and go for scope and size. 

uno! that big Shantungasaur apg mount it tall and proud; 

Ignore the politicians, it's our job to please the crowd!" 
We cane dô "it. ¿ANOTAR to” it! 

Bring the 1885 colossal fossils from the storeroom to the forum, 

Put the cases in their places on the fldor. 

Use the wall- room in the ballroom for the Valves of aa 

And -- well, héy! That s just the way it was before NT 
But we're movin’ LN Sones, movin’ the bones, 
Movin’ (he bónes again. 
The Chairman en the board OWE pene 
she pays my wage, so, | m impressed 
And after and hour or sô of rest, 
we'll ES mõvin the bones again! 

Movin the bones, movin’ the bones, movin the bones againi 


